*    The Sneeze    *

There was a hush. No one at court had believed the
King would go so far. To order the death penalty for a
breach of etiquette was unheard of, and where the
breach was only sneezing, an involuntary natural re-
action like a cough, it was ludicrously out of propor-
tion. The condemnation had something maniacal
about it.

Queen Sawlon, in spite of her pride, immediately
flung herself down in front of Narathihapate and in
tears begged him to reprieve her maid. It was such a
slight to her dignity. She felt it as a personal affront. If
her ladies were executed for bad manners, she would be
the laughing-stock of the palace. She did not say this,
of course, but it was clear from her rather inarticulate
pleading that she was thinking more of herself than of
the girl. She only succeeded, however, in irritating the
King still further. He turned his face away and ordered
the band to strike up a loud tune. Someone had slipped
out and offered the guard a substantial reward if they
would delay, and Theimmazi, than whom no one was
more good-natured when sober, hurried to Queen
Saw's apartments.

The Queen had not attended the levee because she
was feeling slightly indisposed. Theimmazi, telling her
maids that he had an information of great urgency to
lay, followed on their heels and found Her Majesty in
a state of undress, engaged in reading a pile of letters.
Though he did not know it, these were from Chang
Hsien Ch'ung. Some poems were among them in an
exceptional calligraphy, with their Burmese transla-
tions. Queen Saw was too dignified to show surprise at
the irruption, too self-possessed even to draw a scarf
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